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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
BERMUDA 

Once, 

Shoulders bare to the sun, 
You carved cameos upon the sea — 
Crisp white on milky blue, 
Like Wedgwood. 

Now 
You lie listless, 
In a robe of green velvet 
Gorgeously flowered — 
Fee of the fickle winds. 

So, 
In a monotony of loveliness, 
You dream of the past — 
An artist 

Who conceived a masterpiece, 
Repeated and repeated it ; 
And has nothing more to give. 



QUANDARY 



Autumn is moaning; 
Yet I thrill with spring. 

[122] 



Quandary 



Leaves that fall to die, 
Dance as they pass me. 

Music seems to ride 
The bluster of sparrows. 

Softer than any couch 
This ledge of granite. 

Mountains rim the horizon: 
They cannot hem me in. 

Here in a stranger's pasture 
All the world is mine. 



THE PASSAGE 

And men may say of me: 

"Yes, he loved beauty, 

His songs were sweet; 

But his life — 

The ripple of a wave, 

The twinkling of a dancer's feet." 

Richard Butler Glaenzer 
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